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'Youknow it's the most peculiar thing aboutthisplace,
there seems lo be something here
that stimulates the autobiographic^ impulse."
—The Petrified Forest
" -TV
Office0^ -
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PARTI
THE STORYOF THEDAY
The birdswill open your housewith their wings,
Frail bones agsunst the hinges, the door&ames
Stunned, and as the eaves unweave, all the roof leaves
Is a parasol ofair. We try to predict their routes
Of travel, conjuringwind charts and weathermaps-
How far could they fly from these October trees.
Or the countries in your closet, or the ceiling
Moons and planets orbitting only witihin
Your cupped palms? In this room, dark comers
Explained, the nightlight hov«^ on the wall
Like a cloud. You settlein myarms, your body
Beginning a mime ofmy breathing. You wish
For sky, shingles scattering, as we listen for
Featl^, insistent thru^es at thesill.
TURBULENCE, THETRUCK DRIVER, AND THEWAITRESS
Splash ofginger aleonmy jeans, a fierce
jolt braeath the jet's belly—grinning, the attendants
scutter to their jumpseats and buckle up. Just weather,
our captain assures, then to calm us with diversion,
switches on theWide World of Sports SkatingRqxMt.
Puccini, distant and tinny, bleats through my headset,
the video monitors fill: Spread-eagled, revolving,
body aloft on her partner's palm, our heroine mimics
glee for the cameras. Pendulum lift in starposition,
the broadcaster murmurs, wedging his commentary
betweai soprano, cello andviolins, the aria spuntered
by his parentheticals-iSWe by side double Salchows,
oh hershoulder rotation was off. But the entirearena
rises for the thirty-year-old underdogs withdayjobs,
whoops at each impOTect camel sit spinand axeljump,
lovingeven the couple's simplecakewalks acrossthe rink,
obstinate, continuous cameos etched into ice,
which the judges deem ^wod~his back recurvate,
her blades pointing Northwest instead of dueNorth.
The planelurches, veersleft Yesterday myfetiio-
slid downour frozen driveway. Helpinghim stand,
a heavy balsa man whose density had disappeared in the storm,
I lost traction, twice, almost dragging usboth back
into the snow. The wings shudte. Almonds
pop up from across the aisle and land on the cabin floor,
silverfish jittery in thebeige caipeL Finaletripletoe loops.
The pair wins the Bronze. Now comes ABC's vaseline-lensed
(stanza break)
mraitage of their real lives: Our hero dwarfed byhis big rig
posing at a desert rest stop, cacti, the sunset glow
a tocsin on the intestate horizon behind him.
Cut to tight shots of hawks, thevast parking lot,
tourists licking vanilla cones in theheat Inside,
ourhermne delivers dupes to thecooks, then hurries back,
glos^ with sweat, to circlethe crowded counters,
her silver tray packed with burger platters, and perched
on one strong arm, held just above the heads of the diners.
PENSIONECRISTALLO: FESTADELREDENTORE
I. Vittorio
Every day a beautiful sentence
You must memorize before bed.
For mysteryI will hide them.
Searchbetween the jams at breakfast
Bene^ your plate ofmorning bread,
This is howyouwill leammy language:
Sonostata in montagmperdue settimane
i nmoqmllochehomro, miepiacuto.
Music tonigh^ oursummer festival,
But just now it is so quiet,
Mi i piacuto, mi i piacuto, repeat this
And tell where you've travel^
Keq) me company with the television.
RockHudsonwasquite a handsomeman,
I enjoyso muchwatching tiiismovie
Because I had a lover who resembled him.
Especiallyhis eyes, how we collect
Andcollectpiecesofpeople,
I have been with no one since he left.
Mornings in thiscity I seewomen
Lower baskets from their windows
And pull uptheworld witii ropes.
This is what we were for each other,
Thedailypaper, coffee, the pears,
We were fee pullCT and basket filler,
Tomatoes, basil, the wine.
And best was to close the shutters
And takenaps in the late afemoons,
Justbeforetheweather turned towinter,
Ohmyfriend, upstairs in our room,
Those wore the nicest hours.
(stanza break)
Must I curse the baker's shoulders,
A stranger's wrists, this violet light?
Tutto quelloche ho visto, mi i piacuto
Everyfiiing I saw, I liked.
n. Mrs. MacKenzie
If I had somewhere to go
rd leave in a heartbeat,
The heat hae yieldsme no space.
Strange ofmy son to suggest
Veniceas a place for rest,
Though why would he have known
My blackest dreams wa*enot the cancer,
But a nurse bringing me my breasts
In a big glass jar,
Two white glob^ ingreen solution.
Oh there are some good things-
Sittingand drinking late in lobby
Antonio pours me wine, dips
A wide-lipped ladle to his cistan
And servesclaret of the night canals.
He laughs when I say I shall swim,
Rising from the moss, the stones
Into arching yellow wellheads.
Earlier, the sky embroidered
In scores and scores of fireworks,
I found I did not care to look up.
As we crowded along the Guidecca,
I saw gondolas scallop the water's borders
Like private halves ofcrescent moons,
And everyonemoving in queer, red light
By the end, some small war over,
The heat inthe piazza became ab^t
Coaxedto thecooling hotels.
One by one the caf6s darken,
Lamps closing in a large house.
How lovely to be inside the umbrellas
As they fold up against themselves,
Bright striped bodies of desert bu*ds,
And rest underone warmwing,waiting.
in. Marina
Syncopations of the curtains and night
A column's shadowed fluting.
Almost dawn, 1 listen for you
While the windows explain the light
As tlffeeperfect sUverpoints.
The (Mily place we touch is here,
A spare room for the concierge.
If the^ests would tireearlier.
Returning from the parties
With maps and harlequin masks,
Antonio, if you press^ the last brass keys
To their palms, and bolted the docH^,
Then your hands would find my face.
1will learn their cognacs and anisette.
Eve^ cupandevery glass you fill,
Until you tell me ofTerontola,
Naming your town against my throat,
And I see the train station, the white Held
Hear new snow and slow sound,
Metal gliding on metal
Yet you do not know me in the hours
When colCH'scannot hesitate--
Two o'clock, comers were stark,
1walked through the Madorma dell'Orto
Escaping the sun and heat
From a sacristy where Td heard only guides,
Their explanations of the architecture.
Came a cadenza ofvoices so entwined
Spaces went vacant within me,
Vast as the air between the arches.
(stanza break)
We share our hours in a smaller place,
Though you leave before the waUs go white
And my hands become hands bene& the linen.
You miss morning sketching the alley
Slowly onto the window panes.
Inscribing in the marble sills
The title ofher triptych:
St Door, St Garden, St. Boat
1813
—after Thomas Love Peacock's
Memoirs ofPercy Bysshe Shelley
1 0
Miles Still to Bracknell, as the woman shifted
Three parcels across her mountainous lap,
And in that instant, accordion of skirts lifted,
Petticoats above the knees, Shelley watched
Her calvescollapse, molten fleshlikea poultice
Leakmg through sackcloth, tubCTS gone to rot.
The carriageair fetid and contagious.
He swaddled his head with scarves, a filter
Createdtoo late; abruptlyweak, flushed,
Her affliction had routed through his veins.
Who insisted that travel was a tonic?
Upon arrival at the inn, his intricate skein
Of symptomsunwound and unwound-an itch
Beneath his chin, nematodes burrowing deep
Within the lymph glands, an aching rightwiist
Sure prelude to that arm's unbridled girth.
Soonhe dreamtofdeadelephants floating
In lakes, then woke feverish, the nightslurt's
Wrinkles stamped onto his chesL Mirror-bound,
He monitored eachruddycrease until it faded,
His neckbecameporcelain again, and a barren
Day seemed utterlyimpossible. How to recapture
Those duskswith lathe, pacing, his daughter
Gose at his breast, no fear of lesions or fissures.
(stanza break)
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Singing Yahmmi into vanilla hair,
Yahmani, Yahmani, Yahmani, Yahmani,
A road, horses cantering through summer air,
His three syllablesof secret journey
Chanted to invoke a child's solid sleep.
And dreams of the distances between cities.
And if the ulcers erupted, seeping puiple,
Who would whisper, and lull her, and sing?
Certain nights even Ae trees were instigators.
And the wind. Branch shadows, dark hairs
Stirring on knuckles, blotches on his hands-
Weatherand illusionwould turn to portent
As the poet, comparing his wrinkles and limbs
With companions, contorted the evening party
Tohours ofprods and pinches. Show yourthumb!
How thick is your ankle? Are we the same?
Flexyour elbowl His guests alwaysobliged
Thoi^Ji tiiis warm evidaice never calmed him;
Their perfect correspondences, foot against foot.
Thigh to thigh, were not enough. Only Peacock
Could quell his Mend's panic, retrieving books,
Quoting Lucretius throughopenparlorwindows:
"Estelephasmorbus, quipropterflumimMi"
Listen, only in Egypt, "GigmturAegypto ..."
That woman in the carriage was fet, nofliing more.
A balmof rationalesspoto aloud each night,
Until one dawn his body returned, proportioned,
(stanza break)
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Flesh taut and pores invisible. The sweet skin
Besidelathe's left earlobe, Yahmani, her scent
Was what he'd missed the most, the whole inn
Still ^leq) and her cradle brimming with sun.
Outside the landscape was hedgerows and rills.
No pyramids or splunxes squatted on the horizon.
THEWINTER IN BED
—from a photograph
by Roman Vishniac
Rememberlast autumn, the last warm day?
Papa brought me to the roof,
Four flights up and on every landing
Something difforent—anargument,
Radio songs, the smell of baking bread.
When we finally climbed outside
I saw sky and clouds and sky
And laundry waving back and forth,
All across Warsaw, white sheets in the sun.
Papa held me high above his head.
Look, he said, lookaxall those chimneys^
And I saw chimneys and two boys playing
And a petticoat blown fiill by the wind.
We came back down and had supper,
Papa carried me to my bed.
But I woke later to see him
Standing in the room with two candles.
He held p^ts and brushes
And as I watched, blue bouquets
Leaves and ribbons grew on the wall.
Papa painted eachp^, singing tohimself.
And after the last leaf, stq)p^ back
To admire his night-growngarden.
I pretended to still be asleep
When he kissed my forehead and left
In the morning I heard him prawg.
For hours the only sound was his voice.
My brother brought me tea and bread,
I touched a small blue spot on the crust—
I knew Papa's hands had torn off my portion.
Come, take this to myAnna, he said.
Take this to myAnna.
1 3
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WORKING THE NARRAGANSETT NIGHT OWL
... On the last Sunday in October, when most communities
set clocks back at 2 AM, Amtrak trains, will hold back
for one hour to be "on time"—not early—according to
local time at subsequrat stations ...
'-Amtrak Northeast Timetable
WhCTe the lost hour is lost mattes most. Idleon a siding
outsideWesterly yard^ orshelved before the twin moufis
of the Charlestown tunnels,passengers will drowse in darkness,
waking toextinct locomotives bracketing thetracks andprofiles
across the aisle-the half-faces suggestions of resemblances-
a buUy fromchildhood,or worse, a lover long thought dead.
Butif wedepart on schedule, ourhold-back should beMystic,
midway on &e landbridge before the trestle's wd), brackish air,
rivCT so near the tracksthat in fog thewaiting train seemsto float
above its anchor. Myfirst year on theOwl, we'd only passed
Providence whenmypocketwatch turnedto 2:00. Webraked
to sit at the city's edge, on tracksbetween tallwarehouses,
bakeries, andgarages abandoned soon afterbeing builL
Small fires stained thewindows orange-squatters, I supposed,
living on thetop stories, butI sawonly relics of advertisements
once painted on thebricks... Be utifii Coplex n...
piiik-lid<fed jar ofcoldcream my mother kq)ton the kitchen sink
.,. oke Opti o... Father's chawed, smouldering cigar...
Atthe front ofmy car, a man began tomoan. Alow wailing
asifmourning his wife and child. I shook him until he quieted
(stanza break)
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butfiom seats by thewashroom came shrill moans ofmockery.
Animalsl someone shouted. Later, when wejerked forward,
at the same moment we'd arrived, I heard another horrible moan.
This is why I worship exactitude: pulling outofBack Bay
the seoMid the gantry lights sigr^ green, anticipating arrivals
ofstations solely by the car r^gnment and lapses ofnoise
as the engines* slows to round a sharpcurve. Nowat 1:50,
a chaired, dampsmell enters thecoaches anddsperses—
theWesterly woolen mills aregone,precisely on schedule—
We'U make theMystic hold-back. iVo quick track switches,
thereading lamps flicker twice, then a rare trade-the ring
of a slow brakeon smooth rails slurs to sail tackclanging
on masts. All the ctcw stepsdown. We standiit the ballast,
kicking stones, thelocomotive a lowdrone high above us,
the slqr scrimshawed with clippers andwhalers, thatched roofs,
steq)les, stars. Flasksand cigarettes appearbut wedon'ttalk.
We never do here. From this distance restorations are irrelevant
Weremember bulwark, hawser, ^^-words weonly truly learn
aschildren butretrieve waiting ontheoutskirts ofa tourist seaport,
then again, returning from work ina morning storm, barely awake,
to find my daughto" eating breakfast and cleaning the flute my wife
hasnottouched since high school. "Father's Job" forShow &Tell,
my wife explains asshe fastens their neon slickers and they leave.
Alone in the house I lay onthe couch listening toweather warnings,
trying tofall asleep, counting intervals betwera lightning strike and
thunder, fifteen seconds-thr^ miles, ten seconds-two, and soon
(stanza break)
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I stand before a symphony of suitcases, conducting,without a baton,
the trunks, satchels, and puUmans, suspended around the room.
Look how the suitbags and duffels bow and trill with ease...
A valise plays first-chair, knowing no destination other than our den.
EDWARDHOPPERWATCHING
THE PETRIFIEDFOREST, 1936
Wten I don'tfiel in the moodfor painting
I go to the moviesfor a week or more.
I go on a regular movie binge!
^Hopper to Richard Lahey Papers
1 7
BAR-B-Q BAR-B-Q BAR-B-Q
the only creed the mesa may ever know-
giant fossil trees dreaming eons of sweet smoked meat
and biscuits, petrol, chocolates, cigars,
and an ordo*ofcream of com soup,
the Daily Special centered in a deep while bowl,
yellow paler than early moming sun
on apartment walls. But the diner-
filled with DukeMantee and his desperadogang,
drunk Cramps M^le, and Boze,
the fattish half-back turned pumpboy—
it's too cluttered. A claustrophobia ofconfessions,
gunshots, and fervid broadcasters
warning travellers gainst taking desert
routes, though they will miss dusk, pomegranate
splatteredin the painted hills, lingering
until a train passes, and a passenger
looks up from her bcK)k because the comp^ment
suddenly flushed like ripening fruit
Bananas and waxy apples, toothpicks,
matches-rearranged and dust^ by the blonde waitress
who readsVillonbeneaththe pumps
(stanza break)
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and imagines Paris, a job in a cafS
beside the quais, leaving the late kitchen to return
to a building, dim stairwayand banister,
steps collapsing into an accordion,
then h^ room, one window watching the courtyard,
bottle ofwine and half a loafof bread.
True, that*s a continent and an ocean away-
she's still a hostage inArizona, and aphilosophic^ hobo
has ordered a burger, ennui, and her hearL
Everyone swigs shots of rye and waits.
Duke's dame double-crossedMmand the squad cars
tinny sirens sound close in the wind.
At the long counter, the gang loads rifles
full with extra rounds. This joint is too easy to locate
at night—lit sprawl of triangles, cubes,
and tumbleweedpCTched at the edge
of flatlands-maps, beer, coca-cola, and neon pulsing
the only cr^ the mesa may ever know
BAR-B-Q BAR-B-Q BAR-B-Q
1 9
SUNSET DISTRICT: DIMINISHED SEVENTH
Consider the luck ofMr. Catalano,
Bald barber ofMoraga Stree^ single-chair
Shopemptyat noon, his polishedpiano
Beckoning. He sits beneath the autographed
Photo ofBUasinging silent scat,
Five fast arp^gios, her orchid laughs.
And the combs shift in their azure solution
To listen.
Fog strolls forty blocks up, damp Pacific
Winds. In a dance hall hung above a dark beach
Memory's quartet constructs the brilliant gig
Center^on agold satin dress, that French teacha*
Reaching over the shoulder ofher lover to blow kisses
At Catalanowhile he soloed, her unfurling sash
The mute accompanim^t to his embellished
Final bars.
White hair clippings settle on the floor.
Blown by a sudden muscular storm. Catalano closes
The keyboardand turns to watcha ctense downpour
Stain the avenues, huesofpale stuccohouses
Deepening as theysteep in rain; tiieneighborhood
Changed from pastel to iridescent in half an hour.
Two boys exiting thepet store next door stop
Under his awning, bags ofgoldfish illuminated
In the barber pole's swirling neon glow.
They touch the tiny bodies through clear plastic,
Amazed by the gills, electric inrid water.
Delicate scales against their fingers, a cryptic
Pulsing chill.
20
PARXn
2 1
LISTENING TO THECAR RADIO AT NIGHT
Tutankhamen's tomb is bare. Thebluejewelledfaces
Stolen fix)m theirpedestals, as the boy-ldng*s body
Hovered in thebonyair. DickTracylistens toDryden Small
Describe the ruined antechamber, two d^id guar^,
Their skulls shattered by statues, and scrawled on thewalls
In blood. Death to those who enter these room.
Magnifying glassin hand, Tracycases the burial room
And blurts, "Aha! The man with the violet face!
Clearlyhis work,why lookat the friezeon thiswall,
Dryden, these hieroglyphs arefreshly painted. Everybody,
Getyourdecoder rings! We'll stayheretonight to guard
The sacr^ sarcophagus." Tracyspreads his coatneara small
Sandstone sphinx andtakss a catn^, while Dryden Small,
Toorattledto closehis eyes, roamsthemusty rooms.
Hepockets a scarab amulet, hoping its powers will guard
Them from angry gods, butthen, in thetorchlight, the gold face
Of thefunerary mask groans. Dttyden shakes Tracy's body.
"Wake up, there's an invisible handwriting on thewall,
Dick, wake up." Dryden reads themessage appearing on the wall:
22, P, 5., .Static from another city.. .72, 2. His voice grew sm^er.
Then incomprehensible. My mother tuned the station, her lx)dy
Bridging the front seat to bringmeclues from thesecret rooms.
That ni^t atthe motel, I wouldn't sleep. I lay on acot feeing
Thewindows, needing to decipher whokilled theguards,
Who seized thetreasures. In thewind, palm trees guarding
Theparkinglot sketched pliant shadows onourwalls,
Ziggurats floated abovemyfather's sleeping face,
Flaring or sinkingwhen his chest moved Containedin a small
Pyramid of light, my mother sat between the bedsand bathroom.
I could see her traveling sUvct cocktail set, Aeblack body
(stanza break)
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Of the case cracked op«i at her feet, the full-bodied
Bottle ofwhiskey on the end table. My mother, safeguarded
In an annchair, uncoiled her braided headress in the room's
Phosphorescent tiers. 1 studied all undulations on the walls,
To guarantee my parents' breathing. I feared their small
Syncopations of sieep, sudden sounds from a face,
The body's abrupt twitching, feet thumping against the wall.
I repeated these gestures, the unseen guardian ofa small
Motel room, searching the darkness for a violet face.
23
ARIEL AT THEMIDDLE SCHOOL SPRING MIXER,
SAN FRANCISCO JCC
"l drinkthe air beforeme,and return
Orere your pulse twice beat."
--The Tempest
Dribbling air, the boy with stilty le^s darts between the slow dancers.
High-tops squea^g on the policed wood, he fakes apass
toward the pretzel bowl, pivots, (henvaults to the basket
shriekingMo/w^r Jam! as his perfect slamdunk of nothing
smashes through the hoop. The net, stuffed with blue balloons,
quivers but releases no reward—so he rips
two streamers from the festooned doors and skipscrazilyout
to the courtyard, a yellow crepe comet trailing from his fists.
Ariel tracks thegold route ofhisWarriors c^ zig-zagging
around the chapaones, his tall arms gra^gthe c^iframe,
a heroic exit. She imagines sweat beads on the back ofhis neck,
those three inches of fiesh studieddaily fromh^ desk
behind him inearth science; thepink half-moon mole,
arcs of freckles punctating his shoulders, hairline,
his collarbone. She starts to follow Mm but the D J. cranks
Deee-Iite and Ariel's best, best fri^d yanksher back
to center court. Shadowingeach other precisely, their routine
surprises the floor, aU the winter afternoonsofgarage rehearsals
reaping cheers and whispers from the crowded gym.
Ariel is clearly the better moonwalker, ev^yone says so,
she glides backward from bleacher to sideline to bleacher
without logic, as if an earthquake skews the room.
Always her favorite move, it feels like waking in darkness
fr^m dreams, sure that her bureau isbreathing and that she islost
(stanza break)
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somewhereat the centCT ofa story... like tonight, suddenlyalone
in the foggy courtyard... everything glows~the pink hydrangeas,
the murkysanctuary and emptyturquoise reflecting pool,
even thehallway whereboys sprout from thepayphone, dialing pranks,
licking apple Jolly j^chers until their tongues turn electric
and&ey compete, comparing whose is the brightest green.
She implores him-a/j/>ear-but the wet wind turns too cold,
and so, unnerved, she returns inside. Strobes now orbit the gym,
air soured by sweat and borrowed scents of mothers* perfumes.
Finally, distinct as ifdi^vered through binoculars, she finds him
jumping and jumping breath the home b^ket, trying
to dslodge balloons with only the vibrationsofms own body.
Ariel wishes she could confess about last week, the day
she blanked on the earth science quiz; Directed to draw
a constellation, instead she transcribe the configuration of freckles
on the back of his neck, connected the dots, and labeled it *Orion'.
When the teacher returned the tests she proclaimed Ariel's the best
diagram in the class, and gave her an A+ and two gold stars.
25
CROSSWALK
Bl^k cases swing from their mittens.
Inside-purple velvet, and nestled in the plush,
the dismandedclarinets.
By the time the childrai reach home
the cases will be furred with snow,
smallanimalswith silver bonesandcork joints,
ready for the week's hibernation.
26
THANKSGIVING PROJECT, 1972
Strapped in the passenger seat, two baskets of apples.
I rememb^ reds and gre^s trembling as Route 44
Jabbed between the irosted farmland, stables
And cornfields which bordered Delicious Orchards.
My best friend's father drove, his right hand burrowed
Ina sack ofcinnamon cider ^ughnuts, chords
Ofwarm cake and hicko^wood overshadowing
The upholstery's antiseptic reek; air so sweet
I almost forgot he was a doctor."Girls, that scarecrow
Is wearing a Nbcon mask!We have to stop here!"
He lau^& and steered the car through the gate.
The assignment; Collect enough unh^est^ ears
And fruit for our fourth grade class to decorate
The halls with colonial dotls—comhusk torsos,
Dried^le heads, cianberryeyes-a celebration,
Middletown's heritage. We filled three crates before
Thep^sive gaze of thepresident, straw fingers
Posed in a V ofpeace. Yellowjackets rose
From theMen stalks,and clung weakly to mysneakers,
A dimbuzz about the feet Ifistory hidesin the ground.
Our teacher advised.We searched. MaybeMollyPitcher
Bravely carried water h^e, comforted the wounded
And lost her brooch. Those shiny spots by the fence...
Airowheads? Bullets shot in the Battle ofMonmouth?
ButAmyand I foundno artifacts and left, intensely
Disench^ted. Only the sunset was revolutionary,
Candy red, kindling the horizon, and immense.
(stanza break)
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Hard to look at-ali that color in the brittle air.
We stood on our knees riding backwards, cracked
Rearwindow webbed with light. SoI saw thedairy
Recedeseconds before the car reversed and pomted back,
Braking at the pasture. The doctorclimbed up onto
Thefieldstone. Heb^an to sing low ecstatic
Calls to the cows. Crooning a slow vibrato,
He mooedtill the guernseysclustered near,bellowing
Answers at him, long dissonant rounds which echoed
Somewhere beyond the bulks ofbams and silos.
It was so cold in the car. We sMvered and waited
As he mooedand moonlight blanched thewillows.
Finally the doctor's voicegrew hollow. He hesitated
Then stumbled down the stones. Listen how the herd
Recalls him—huddled by thewall, theircallsagitate
Horses in distant fields Even as weleave thesound surges.
Thecows loom behind us like foghorns. They won't stop.
Gears shift, our headsjerk, the car hurtles
Forward andpitches an^ple straight backintomy lap.
Though my friend's house was dark, we both rushed upstairs,
Anxious to assess our bootyand bring hermother
The siamese twin applewe*d brought fix)m the orchard.
The s^s squeaked and smelled of salt Weheard water
Dripping intowatCT. In thehall, lightsliced beneath
Theonedoor wewalked toward. "Mom," Amy hollered,
(stanza break)
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Jiggling thelockedbrasshandle. Thedoctor'sabrupt breath,
Sleet on thenape ofmyneckashe shoved usaway
Into Amy's be^oom. Everything dangled like marionettes-
Frogfigurines onherbureau, theStones' skinny legssplayed
In sequin jumpsuits, wild haloed hair—and then the bolt
Surrenderedto a handMed on blue tile, the toilet base
Smea^ with blood. I heard thedoctor's choked
Retching and hisdaughter careening down tiie stairs.
I followed, but the air seemedopaquewitti smote.
Each unlit room a conundrum of refrigerators, rocking chairs,
And burglars who hid behind the couch and raised their heads
To ^y. They trailed meclosely, brandishing silverware.
Having escaped fr^om themidnight comers ofmy own bed
Thefloorboards tweaked, they mirrored my footsteps.
At last-something green, lit by fioodlamps, fir trees ahead,
Thebackyard sailboat, andAmy picking needles off its tarp.
I had foundmyway out to her. Red strobesand sirens
Approached, I thought of our crayon colorspectrum charts,
Thenof hermother, upstairs, afloaton coldporcelain,
And was ashamed. "V^at I had seen was a hand, a forearm
Yether wholebody cfilated withinme. I divisional
Her fingers aliveandparingfruit Handandforearm,
AH I hadseen beforethedoctor pulled thedoorclosed;
Butas I wasrescued from the backyard, hewarned
Not to tell anyone. Thatwinter, withits incessant snow,
Lasted a year, dense drifts kept us indoors, playing hearts
In thecomers while the schoolyard roared with plows.
(stanza break)
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After herawaited returnto class, Amy andI grewapart.
She moved h^ desk beside the teacher, and withdrew
From our group, adopted immediatelyby the more popular
Girls who taunted and lynched in gym. The class knew
Details about her mother, though I knew I hadn't told them.
At rest time, I wouldpeer up over theaook ofmyelbow
To watch Amy nailing, blond head folded into her arms.
I never believed anyone slept during those 15minutes,
Still it was the only time I couldlookwithout her turning
Away fromme-aftemoon squalls suffusing our workbooks
With snowlight, the ancientfecesof the appledolls
Staring out, grown more wizened from the weather,
Thdr bodiesdiminishing, proppedagainstthat cold sill.
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TWO THOUSAND
-for J.W.
A situation summational as a title:
Oneweek beforeChristmas, youwalkdowntown
to sing theMessiah with two thousand strangers.
Taxis fishtail across Tremont Street, the afternoon slush
again treacherous, unsalted, snow darkened by exhaust
Reflectedsidelong in storefronts, your face surfeces
inone window pocked green and red, ^sappears,
resurfaces one-eyed, huge,amidmannequins
anxious for January's new poses. Inside the hall,
a muddleof strollers, packages, and heavycoats,
boot ice melting, poolsof dirtywaterdownthe aisles.
Despite an orchestrain the pit and a tuxedoedconductor,
the music whispers its trick to the singers whoare sing^,
whoall nightmust carrythecrowd through theleastknown
sections of the oratorio, their recitatives^ howeverbeautiful,
echoingoddlyagairat the gilt rocococeilingscrolls.
But when the H^elujah chorus begins, those unable
to sight-read stop rustling their scores and rise,
all two thousand fin^y join in,and obscure the others.
Theatrefloor trembling, velvetseatnudging
at the back ofyour knees, the thick air raervated
defines crescendo. Be quiet now and listen.
You payed ten dollars for this. You are hoarse
from having sung for hours.
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BEGINNING BALLROOM 101b: FOXTROT TO RUMBA
Sophomore spring semester beganwitha blizzard, the campus
Indmated wifli ice, mazes ofsalt mounds, and bright
Steamy windows checkering the dormfacades
Like illuminated crossword puzzles. Aplow
Carved the rimed air, becoming the center ofall sound
As we crossed its fresh trenchat SouthStreet, side-stepping
Down the slippery hills to the women's gym
For the first night of ballroom dance.
The building was overheated, yet the old air sweetened
With a suddenmist of Shalimarwhenour teacherentered,
Strutting across the glossy parquet floor
In a swingy flounced circle skirt
And red sleeveless blouse, lush with embroidered roses.
CqHmeBaaahbmaah, she started, her thick Boston accent
A bridgeover each syllable,
I taught tny six grandchildren.
To dancey so I promise youHl all beFredsandGingers byJune.
Tonight's lessons, Barbara exclaimed, will beFoxtrot, ondLindy,
Named, ofcourse, for Lindbergh
Afterhis trans-Atlantichop over to France,
Directed to the "tall" group, I lined upto study theFred steps,
While you, four inches shorter, would learn dieGingers.
The phonographneedle dropped
On In theMood, joyous syncopated
Riffs jouncing thegym asBarbara bidus~Move, swing, sway back, bop.
Loose knees^ elbows, rapt in themusic, I lostmyself as thesaxophones
Rose and roosted in the rafters.
Dig step, dig step, rock step, she cried,
(stanza break)
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Sharp claps a metronome set to 4/4 beat, she circled the awkward
Circle of couples, tinkering with shy hands and hesitant feet
Closer! Yourpartner's breath
Should be a breeze on your cheek.
Nowwatch them, she said, pushing us toward the axis of the dancers,
Modelposture, precisefootwork! Mypalmsolidat the small
Ofyour back, I led us through p^ect
Magic twirls, grapevines, and continuous
Underarm turns, each fluent spiralthe longdesired abandonment
Of mybody. I whirls spun to bands stillplaying in my parents'memories.
Stunned that my cumbrous limbs
Could becomeelated examplesofelegance.
Classover, we improvisedtriple swivels on the snowyparkinglot,
Then slid down the streets to your boyfriend's house.
Teach himthe Fred steps, you begged,
And so, giddy, flushed, I placed his h^d
Onmywaistandbegan~I transposed myfootsteps carefully.
Afraid if I erred he'dguKs no man had heldme like this before.
1 loved his aftershave, an acrid
Late summo' basil, his rough sweater
Sleeves brushing myface aswe diddouble dish rags until wewere dizzy,
Until the soft re^ ofMoonlight Serenade crocmed like liners
In a foggy harbor, and he took you
In his arms. From the torn velveteen sofe,
I sawyourreflections foxtrot through eachroom of thedarkapartment,
A triptych of secrets captured by theparlor's baywindow glass.
His lips navigating your neck
As you swooneddown to a deep cort6dip,
Curving toward the kitchen floor, and then the song changed again,
A tango, parallel promaiades from the stairwayto his bedrwm doOT.
I woke on thesofa at dawn anddis^peared.
Sore from contorted sleep, the Cambridge sl^line
(stanza break)
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Verdigris betweenthe bare trees as I hurried back to campus.
I haddreamt of myself, arcedby his arms, ofwarmth beneath quilts
In a coldwinterroom. Alltiiatday,
Remembering the scent ofbasil,
Legsbraided withmine, I practiced~foxtrotting past library stacks,
Crosspivots across the quad, slow-slow quick-quick, myboots tapped
Boxstep inthe dim art history lecture hil
While the Renaissance bloomed on the wall.
Whra the golden Tuscan foothills dissolved, outside I found
Diminished snowdrifts, iciclesbanishing themselves fromeaves
In a steady staccato. 1wandered
Into this afternoon thaw, deaf,
Before abrupttrumpet of a propplanesqualled overhead,
Twin banners trailing toannounce off-season hotel rates ontheCape.
I wanted the pilot to wave at me, notice
The figure lookingup, and, for a moment
I believed hemight, dipping so lowthebanners' shadows drew
Grace notes on thesnow, but fest rimshots split theair, propeller
Resonant, and thenose glint^ and rose.
Banking eastward to travel toward the Atlantic.
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JULY FOURTH, ATLANTIC OTY
The gametmirror facets then ^lays our faces-
Wafa* heart and bulging diamond-the escalator
H^ds usdown into thecasino, two necks
With twelve eyesfloating in the harlequin baskets
Ofour heads, we arrive at the center of the floor.
We tradeour quartersfor an odd procession
Of firuit-lemon, plum, lemon, and lime,,
Or^ge, lime—worthless. Our almosts.
The balanced patternsand syncopated colors,
Yield nothing morethan theirsymmetry.
Out on the boardwalk, the concrete columns
Of the colonnade slice the aftooon. We enter
Each fragment sq)arately: Frondsof light
Asleep in the stripedcanvasbeachcanopies.
Sudden gulls, measures of surf, then ofmusic.
As the Salvation Army swingbandcramsthewide
Whiteair with touristsdancing. Notesjounce
From the saxophone bells to the planksbeneath
Ourfeet, out to thepier andholiday banners,
St(^ing at the cotof a woman whose body
Is only her harp, mouth, and shoulders.
Welistenbut do not add to ho* money bowl.
Yards a^y I still hear herelectrified voice
Dedicating hymns toNew Jersey's dead sailors.
Today, no ships underline the horizon,
Whatsails are small signs hanging above
An Italian restaurant, slow blue mosaics
Whose tile can^s twistus toward the busdepot
Weboard, your skinbluesin thereading lamp,
Andwhat sails is small, a vessel made buoyant
(stanza break)
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Because this morning palms woke within palms,
Absorbing a glance of sun as it blanched,
Walked &m thewall toourarms, and we
Became the day's veneer, trees enfolding
The parkway, a narrow iron footbridge.
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MINIATURE GOLF AT 10:00 P.M.
Hole eleven is an island, par three.
Trick hollows hiddenby tiie astroturf,
you plan your putts with such geometry
thebailskulsbetween dielooming ferns,
rolling right into the shell-tiled cup,
one under par. You wait on the drawbridge.
Hying past the floodlamps, myball ^ops
into the quiet moat On tiiewmdowledge
at the motel, two half-full tumblers
salt ^d chill in the cold ocean air.
Earlio-, while you slept, dusk pushed under
the blinds, weavmg them into the blue remnants
of the day. I understood your blue shoulderblades,
and why the light wouldn't stay, even if persuaded.
37
PART in
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STORYCITY
We wander the crafts booths mumbling the song
of the disappointed newcomCTS—moody, inconsolable,
sick ofloc^s insisting we could love anyplace, ifonly
we would try. Velkommen to the annu^ SummerFestival
of ScandinavianHeritage, weekend of funnel cakes, kringle,
and clog dance lessons on the green. Viking floats, lefse,
saltedcodon thiscomer, lingonberry jam on the next
But two thousand miles west,
months before the move,
this town was our salvation,
twenty miles north ofnew jobs,
Imagine~we told friraids-
a place actuallycalled StoryCity!
And so, we packed crates,
consoling ourselves with its creation.
We named the main streetDenouementAvenue, bordered
by little stores with strange, meticulous window displays
(the ^opkeq)ers' way to teachthe weightof detail). Conflict?
Tornadoes and foreclosures. Nowonder the telfe get migraines
and cash bad checks-everyone's surnameis Protagonist.
Andnights at home, thdr families 2sq melMcholy orecstatic,
theresult of childhoods spent on thecusp of ejnphany.
This morning, whai the IllinoisCentral
train whistles woke us,
bl<m^ boyswerealreadyblazing
the side streets in rusted-out sedans,
and tossing crushed beer cans at trees.
Restless, quarreling, we cursed them,
grabbedmaps, and finallydrove
here to find our StoryCity.
(stanza break)
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Now lightning like rick-rack trims the town's hem, yet we still
c^'t ^zle phosphates orclog dance. Even the instructor's
red slart becomes our discontent, embroidered, inert in the heat
though beautiful. Learn to love anyplace? If true, all entrances
should be marked Beginning, and all exits The End. And then
this town would self-destruct, because every man on the street finds
every woman to be the momentary, singularobject of thdr desire.
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KOL NIDEE, IOWA
Thelasthotnight of autumn. Cornfields on thecusp
ofharvest shiftless, dryandticking, crictos stippling
the surfaceofour prayers. The newborn in frontof me
spirals into sleep, soaking hCT father's tweedwith drool.
Lipsresting on her crown, thumbs stroking her ears,
he sings vaguely so thatshewillnotwaken or cry.
Newto thebarrentenacity of these plainsandskies,
I am reverent only in mysuspicions thatanything femiliar
is a ruse, even here, where four variationsofGrandmaLil
mourn in the adjacent pew... Sapphire hair, softarmscircled
bypq)permint lozenge pearls, and herdress, thepolka-dot
flimsy shiftshewore everyseason, shoo^g underground
from Queens toherjobinThe Empire State Building.
I spent a daythere once, racing firetrucks between herfeet,
Lil'sdimpled knees touched my head while she typed
and the big desk shook. At coffee toe^ she rolled back
herchair andcalled Look! Pigeons cluttered on thesill,
white with years of droppings. Lilwaved toa skyscn^r
across 34th Street. A womangrinnedandwavedback.
Don't listento anybody, Lil said,New York is the best
city in theworld. Later ath^ apartmentj the oily brisket
andcarrots settostew then scorch black, 111 carried a platter
from thekitchen heaped full of herHungarian salad.
She placed it, as always,at center table, and bent to dust
(stanza break)
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paprika.across the cucumbers-each slice impcwsibly thin,
springgreen, and more tranducent than cricketwings.
The vin^ar and onions sharpened the airof those rooms;
theIdtchai's simmering heatretreating intoceiling cracks,
as red duskfell and thewalls flushed... Lil stands slowly,
Md reaches to tightenpins anchoring the brownwool cloche
to her hair. Insidethis synagogue, tiny,, andperched
on the edge ofadarl^^ farm, the congregation has risen
to sayKaddish. I watch thepear-shaped liverspot
on her lefthandtremble. (Sometimes shestroked mycheeks
andmurmured Velvet, just like velvet, butherfingratips
oftensmelled of foh andI would pullaway.) Lilthumbs
through thebook, thenbegins to pray. I riseto joinher
stertled by the soimds that swarm in mymouth.
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SUNDAYAFTERNOON PALINDROME
They buy frozen orangejuice, bread,eggs, then leave
Counting their change. Small brown sack balanced
Againsther hip, she lags yards behind his shadow.
Keys and coins peal d^ in his trenchcoat pockets.
Khaki clothresurrected on this dayof ransacked trees.
He lopes tothe car, coat tails snapping and t^ng back
At flie wind--almost aloft, the lift of canvas wings...
Wintermornings, her students giddyfromforecasts of snow,
Shewould show theirfavorite vciowios. Pioneers ofFlight,
Path toKitty Hawk: Animated bird-men leaping offblind
Cliffs and campanil^ courageous monks left blind,
Maimed, because theirfeathered limbs failed to echo flight
How the childrencheeredas the creditsroUed into snow,
Anticipating tiie projector's giftof reversal, splhitered wings
Instantly wholecould soar the crumpledadventurers back
To departure, theirapparatus upswept from ravines and trees
Last night theclocls turned back, cramming winter's pockets
Fullwith light. Thisis herdreaded season, long shadows
Inthe den bynoon tipping the house off-biance,
Her garden dimandinvited, thegutters clotting with leaves.
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ABOUT THECOMP INSTRUCTOR AND THE BEES
Shewaspreaching thatone must avoidthe passive voice
whenher best studentwhispered Bees,and pointed to dozens,
swiggling down from craters in thepressM-board ceiling tiles,
deepsurging drone, a B sci-fi flickof giantinsects invading
empty limar landscapes. Listen, these bees were very angry-
itwas a chilly October morning, and she'd guess^ thdrgame
was almost up. Before dismissing class, she observed
a swarm clickin thecoilsof thepCTfimied tri-delt's penn,
saw the allergic boy who wrote every essay ^raut bas^all
fleeto thehall-fearing forhis lifewasnota requuement
for freshman comp. Boredto death, maybe, but not dead.
Lefs be honest, transference aside, she did not fear her students
mightbe stung. SinceAugust, beeshadconvened on the sills,
mumbled in comersduring groupwork, untiltheyventured up
and died, tr^ped in the florescent fixtures. All M this collection
grew, rustling cargo in the loi^w^tehulls adrift on the ceiling.
Despitehavingtaughtnothing, die announcedLet's end here,
rm afraidyou'll behurt, andthestudents bought hersincerity.
The nightArmstrong would walkon themoon, her fether,
mother, brother,^d die sat stranded at the crestof a hill,
in a yellow andblack rental van packed with moving antes,
bikes, and a lawnmowCT. All four tires lanced by nails,
lightning seering thesky, they waited for the storm to stop.
And when itdid, her feihw went to call everyone they knew,
evCTyone, from a lit colonial on thehill. ADowns boy
rose in his bedroom window and stared out at the van.
The father trudged backto his femily defeated. Noone
(stanza break)
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would help them, even the mother's best iHend refused
their rescue, suspecting yet another practici joke concocted
by this father who was femous for them; because this night
ofeveryone, lock^ in their cool homes, waiting to see
one man take his walk, somehow seemed rank for a good gag.
Abandcming thevan, thefamily hilffid twodark downhill miles
to theirhouse, theonly finished structure on thecul-de-sac.
The unnamed street was mud, neighboring lots apuzzlement
of foundations and frames. The next morning, our instructor,
whowas then six years old, discovered a saltwater brook
beside their houMwas tiled with bits and chimksof fossils.
One certain nightmare visited her frequently all that summer
Zooming around thetopstory of thenew house, sheoibitted
above unfamiliar furniture, fast, then roclffited downstairs,
faster, crash landing, q)en-mouthed, into a violent hiveof bees.
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FOR SALE BY OWNER
Thisis thehouse thatno onewillbuy:
CapeCod saltbpxslappedup at the prairie'sedge,
moored to a subdivision of feux fieldstone chateaus
andred roofhaciendas, the last lot before backyard sod
splicesback to farmland. Four bedrooms, twobaths,
oak trim, bevelled glass, nearly newyetabandoned
by everyrealtyagencyin town. Evki the hard-sell
platinum blondewas stymied—triple garage spotless,
allhersecret tips for domestic adornment obeyed.
Daylight basement, master suite... but on taut
October weekends many drove up1-35 only to return
to Des Moines disquiet^. Sundeck, solarium,
lopsided garbage bag jacko'l^tems, plastic skeletons
aloft in thenew sumacs. Attic dormers, marble foy«-...
and in Fd>ruary this housefeaturedthree small sons
sculpting snow presidents toflank thedriveway.
Hu|:eWashingtons andlincolns,proficient depictions,
^til a thaw swq)t by,melting themonuments
into Easter Island men intricomes and toi^)Q*s
whose tunnel eyes guarded tiie propaty formonths.
Spacious walk-in closets, breakfast nook, pantry...
but lastspring thiswasthehouse playing badBach,
lateMay afternoons when themiddle daughter rq)eated
painstaking barsof Joy ofMarCs Desiring, determined
tomaster embouchure soherhighE'scould beonkey.
Prospective buyere rolledupin minivans, heard the flute
Mid thought—At dusk thunderclouds unftirled
into wide bolts of batik staining thewindows saffron,
so they fled, convinced this house was wrong. Summer!
Owner must sacrifice! But where are the prospectives tonight?
{stanza break)
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The mother scattersgreen beach glass in her flowerbeds
as insideher youngestson is a mute silhouette against
thecornfields touching theirbackyard. Shirtless,
his torsoarchedback in a smoothparabola, he holds
an orangeadejug high above his mouth and deeply drinks.
Just now, driving home, the platinum blonde realtor realizes
she is losing thehouse noonewould buy. Itwas tiie view,
she decides, 3iat extinct grain elevator a few acres east,
bleached parallelograms emptyin theevening sun,
aninscrutable volumeproblem inachild's math l^k.
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GREEN STILL LIFE
—Exodus 16:13-14
Tourmaline-the scrabbywillowleaf
minedfromits treeby hail,
caught at the base of your neck
amid scant blond hairs varnished wet
So bright and small,
it musthavebloomed a moment ago.
Stalled mid poking lot, we can't drive anywhere,
the windshielda ftayed veil of lain and ice,
coincidence gui^ as a downpour.
Parodying itself, the stormends tritdy-
sun beams between ch^coal thunda*heads,
frozen forsythiapetals blaze amber...
Waveringin the window's condaising steam-
violet address bookina poorly lit hallway,
my grandmother'sLaurelton Idtchen,
the Passova* painting hungaboveher walnutendtable,
God a g^sh shaft ofsun materializing into the tablets,
twinmountainsides flooded jadeandgold.
Her special trick: angling spoons
she refracted the chandelier crystm light ontoMoses' beard,
transforming thecheap impasto to rock candy.
Howwould this leaftaste kissed from your skin?
Salty, an accidentalmouthfulofocean,
metallic,grittywith sand?
We leavenow, speeding down Story Road
to theprairie-cottonwood spores
skirracross thehood, bites of honey cake
sw^tening winds blown eastbythestorm.
Theairstrengthens, lifts theleaffrom your neck,
sends it toward the twitching soyfields.
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THE LUOLLE BALL ROSE
A striking hybrid tea rose with sweetjragrance and
lavishseason long showofblooms. Distinguished
by glorious color (aperfect match to Lucy's hair).
—Jackson & Pokias catalog
"Ohlady,yougottabe crazy," the cabbie hadlaughed,
when she asked for 623 Ea^68th Street, "no such pl^!"
But shepleaded,and so he drove the pale touristcrosstown
to the island'seastern edge. "Just let me out here," she said,
unable to admit shewas searching for theMertz'sbrownstone.
Thecabbie hesitated-something about herbaby bluewool coat
onthe first day of^ningin 1962. That night in the hotel room
herhusband entertained insurance colleagues from Wisconsin.
Each convention brought the same mrai and overcwWfood.
Whymingle if thedoors to thdr double suite could beclosed,
andshe could layacross thebeds, and dream a lost episode?
Ricky, Fred, andherhusband upstairs watching thefights,
while Lucy, Ethel, and she played canasta and ate chocolates.
Wouldn't It bewonderful to havefriends, living justdownstairs,
who quairel yetwe^ matching pajamas? Aquestion she posed
ev^ rerun afternoon spent sitting inthe den, her son asleep,
while Lucy talkedMartian onthe top deck ofthe Empire Stale,
jitterbugged, stomped grapes. Nothing could bemore vivid
(stanza break)
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than the colois of that half-hour-red heart, yellow bassinet,
famous ash-greyhair perceivedas steamyhenna, or apricot,
or a pink, embarrassed flush of delight. garden knows,
havingseen through the windowson the flickering televidon,
the collar ofLucy'smaald maternity top framing her smile.
Thegardenis tryingto matchthe greendepthof thatvelvet,
stealing chlorophyll fromthe lawnand trees until evCTything
is blackand grey and white,excq)t the roses,who tell jokes
and entertain the other flow^ at night Petuniasget advice
to diess incognito as Troincana showgirls. And the lavender
sets sail for Europe on an ocean liner next week. When it rains,
and pd)bles beat on bongos, the fireflies concoctan elabc^te
scheme—unlit, it's easyfor themto plot, hide, andwhisper.
Perfectly disguised, never having known such happiness,
they scribble a plan in bright ink on the wet screenof soil.
